LIVING BIOGRAPHIES OF FAMOUS AMERICANS

of the scene, and certain that Mary was happier than ever he
had been able to make her, he gave his public joyfully of the best
he had. His one-hundredth performance of Hamlet was cele-
brated with a heartwarming ovation. Blustering March, the roar-
ing lion, and all was serenity in Edwin's life again. And then
came the month of soft showers and warm sun with its promise
of further warmth and fulfillment. But not to Edwin. April
brought him a shock which even in normal circumstances he
could hardly have withstood, and which after his recent trials
proved too much for him.

Edwin was never greatly interested in politics. Only once had
he availed himself of his right to vote. And then he had done so
because the Presidential candidate was, in his eyes, a man of such
extraordinary merit and such selfless idealism that Edwin took
his election to heart and rejoiced in his victory. President Abra-
ham Lincoln. When the news reached Edwin that his favorite
brother, John Wilkes Booth, had assassinated his beloved Presi-
dent, Edwin's emotions went through stunned shock, to grief and
outrage. Never again as long as he lived would Edwin utter his
brother's name, nor permit anyone else to do so in his presence.
The public's horror at the act rose to such heights that it included
the whole of the acting profession in its wrath. And Edwin,
whose shock was so great that he once more retired from the
stage, was subjected to abusive letters and threats upon his life.
Many anonymous correspondents accused him of complicity in
the outrage.

Years later a trunkful of John's costumes was delivered to
Edwin in New York. John had shipped it to Canada, evidently
intending to make his escape there after he had perpetrated the
slaying. In the dead of night Edwin, with the property man to
assist him2 went to the furnace room of the theater over which
Edwin was then living. Opening the trunk, Edwin handed one
article after another to the man, indicating that he burn them.
Over several costumes, whose beauty of fabric and workmanship
made the burning a painful task, the assistant hesitated. Edwin
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